456                THE CONSUL'S SISTER.

captain and his mates were good sailors, and honest
men, they were unskilled in the polite usages of
society, and as the best linguist amongst them had
but a small share of broken English, much conver-
sation with them was out of the question.

Mr. Fearon (my fellow passenger), having left
England, some time since, for Sierra Leone, the
vessel in which he sailed, had called at St. Jago,
where they found the Consul General for the Cape
de Verds, lying dangerously ill with the fever. Mr.
Fearon was solicited to remain and perform the
duties of that office ; and a few days after, had the
melancholy task of attending the Consul to his
grave, and very shortly after, of laying the widow
by her husband's side. These melancholy duties
being performed, he took upon himself the office
of Vice Consul, until a reply to his report of the
Consul's death could be received from the British
Government; but, in the meanwhile, he was him-
self taken so ill with the endemic fever, and found
it so impossible to regain health at St. Jago, that it
was deemed necessary to send him to the island of
Mayo for change of air; where he attained conva-
lescence, but still continued much debilitated when
we met on board the galliot, The Consul's sister
at St. Jago, a most accomplished and attractive
young lady, and whose acquaintance I had had
the pleasure of making there at her brother's
house, had also been, I learned, taken ill at the
same time; I had, however, the gratification of